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Makin’ A Mess 


Author's Notes: 
Is so much more fun when they're fighting. This is actually my first completed slash fic, so be gentle! | was 


just wondering one day: how much fun can be had with a bag of blow? 


"That's fucking it!" Sebastian seethed, ripping open the door to his car and jamming in the keys. "Motherfuckin' 
payback!" The car went forward, and the sufficiently intoxicated driver lit his cigarette, turning on the radio. 


she's got eyes of the bluest skies 
As if they thought of rain 
| hate fo look into those eyes 


And see an ounce of pain-- 


He let out a growl and hit the radio switch, turning it off. "I'll fucking show him, sweet child!" He pushed the 


accelerator harder. 


Before long, he pulled up beside a familiar building. He slammed on the breaks, and almost went flying out the 


window. "Pig headed fucking redneck," he muttered, getting out of the car and kicking the door closed. Cigarette 
still between his pouted lips, he stormed up the stairs. He fished a lonely key out of his pocket and with his 
shaking hand, stuck it in the lock. Luckily it turned, and calming down a little--just for safety's sake, he 


ventured inside. 


The place was empty, as he has hoped. It was dark, but a lamp soon made it bright enough for the furious 
leggy blonde to tear open every drawer. Unsatisfied, in his fit of rage, he still managed to put everything back 
in it's place, making it look like no one was ever there. At last he found what he was looking for. A bag, quite a 
large one for it's kind, filled with a white powder. He grinned, and headed for the kitchen with it in his hand. In 
the pantry he discovered that, luckily, a certain pompous redhead had a taste for icing sugar. He tipped out 
the contents of the found treasure into another container, and filled the bag with sugar. Laughing maliciously, 
he returned the bag to its drawer, flicked off the lights and was back outside along with his newly acquired 


container. 


He sat back in his car and grinned, "fucker." 


